Tree® are more than six bundred
students enrolled in the academic de-
purtment of Cornell College. Mt. Vaer.
wom, In. This juslifies the footicg
up to one thousand students for the
year, which is the largest showing in
the history of this College,

' THE revelations of a Kansas City con-
vention of Authors and Artists s that
the literary movement is growing pain-
fully intense throughout the west. One
of the embarrasments of travel in that
section now isthe uncerteinty which
prevails in the mind of the stranger
when be is met by a committes of citi-
zens, as Lo whether he is in Lhe hands of
a Browning socicty, or of a sherifl's
posse.

AUSTRIA sends forth the latest inven-
tion in the way of a cheap mouth in-
strument. It is genernlly called the
“sweet potato,” though the correct
nnme is ocarina. It i a combinution
of the flute and clarionet, made of clay,
exacily resembling a swest potato in
ghape, and is probably the easiest
leurned musical instrument ever in-
vented, It ig clear in tone and answers
well for experiments with the phono-

graph,

Too miny young men with slender
purses nre Leying to keep up with so-
ciéty ut a pace that kills, Here is an
exumpld of n hustling young man of
New York numed Max Soloman, who
hias just been sent to the city prison to
serve out a sentence for obtainiug
money under false pretenses, He had
been leading the dual life of o beggar
and & man in society: residing in a
fashionable boarding-house, daily don-
uing a disguiseand begging from door
to door, and mghtly splorging os a
member of the Stock Exchange.

THE average Republican voteof North
Dakota was 70 per cent of the total vote
vasl.  Less than 20 per cent of the vote
was cast against the constitution, Pro-
hibition wus carried by o vote of 18,547

o for to 17,425 aguinst, The total vote on
the proposition fell below 86,000, or
B.000 less than the total vote on slate
officers, Such an overwhelming Re-
publican victory in North Dukota—al-
most two to one—was not expected by
either party, The legisluture lins thie-
teen Democrats out of ninetytwo mem-
bers, and only one county, Oliver with
its seventy-seven votes, went Democra-
tic in all North Dukotn.

Tag London fire department is found
to consist of but 68 men aull told ac-
cording to the inspection of an Ameri-
can fireman. This number he says in-
cludes clerks, hostlers and other non-
combatants, The police foree of the
sume city numbers 14,000 men, The
area of London is 122 square miles, and
it has but fifty-eight small steam fire
engines, IL isclaimed that the better
methods of buililing employed by the
British metropolis greatly removes the
fisk of fire, but at the same {ime it is
noliced that a considerible number oe-
cur daily, It is noticeable that the
London fireman lose time in getting re-
ports of lires, also in sending out fivst
hand-engines, reserving the steam for
lauter reinforcement, They have notthe
American swinging harness, to so quick-
Iy attach the animals to the machine,
and know nothing of the big boots be-
decked with trousers for speedy dress-
ing, und the sliding poles.

Tue following story comes from a
well-known editor—one who never talks
shop unless he hus something worth
telling—and was jotted down by a lis-
tening reporter: ‘‘Not lapg ngo,” he
said, “I received a poem from an un-
known contributor who lived inn little
western town, The letter nccompany-
ing the manuscript was written in that
confidentinl strain which always proves
the writer to be an untrained contri-
butor to the press, After praising my
paper and informing we that he had
been o reader of it for more years than
‘it had been in existence, he had taken
the liberty of sending me o little poem
for publication, The honor of appear-
ing in print was ull the remuneration
he desived; indeed, he was [rank enough
to state that he did not consider the
verses enclosed had any market value,
When I examined the poem I foundit
wis one I had written mysell many
venrs before, and for which I had re.
¢eived a handsome sum.”

FroM the following It would appear
interesting to watch the future career
of clerks so carefully tended. They
ought to make phenomenal men—one
way or the other. The Insurance

WIS MOTHER'S PICTURE.
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CORPER
My mother! When | learncd that thou wast

'ﬁ:..mtbumaw-ml
shed !

sorrowing som,
oven " toen, iare " Jooraes” jusk

l-bLm-g though unfelt, a

Perhaps, a tear, if souls can weep in bliss—

Ab, that maternal smile! it answers— Yes.

And, turning from my nursery window,

A long, long sigh, and wept e last adica!
But was it suchi It was, Where thon art

Adieus and furewells are a sound un-

kuown,
May I but meet thee on that peacerul shore,
‘I'ne parting word shall pass my lips no
more!

Thy muidens, grieved themselves st my

concern,
Oft gave me promise of thy quick return.

What ardently | wished, I long belleved,
And, disappoiniod still, was still deccived.
By expectation every day bezuiled,

Dupe of to-morrow, even from a child;
Thus many a sad to-morrow came aond

went,

Till, all my stovk of infant sorrow spent,

1 lenrned at last submission to my lot:

But, though I less deplored thee, ne'er for-
got.

A BRIEF SORROW.
CHAPTER I.—(UCosTisveD.)

“Tom, I bave such & charming
partner for you for the next dance.™
Mps, Stepbenson wus saying by this
time, *Come, and I will introduce
you,"

Tom hesitited, and hung back a lit-
tle sheepishly,

*“I'here must be plenty of others,
Mrz, Stephenson; und [—I—let me see
what is the next dunce? A vulse—
und [ don't valse,"

<Ok, never mind that! T have my |
orders, 1 assure you"—and she smil-
ed encouragingly.  #Come, you won't
lind har very ulneming. and you know
you are not a schoolboy now, Tom.”

so Tom wenl, not having time to
wonder what Mes, Stephenson could
hve mennt when she spoke of her
csorders s and  uith  accopted  the
hond of young Sidney  Bertram, o lit-
tHe sueprised ned disappoloted at los-
Ing Tom so soon.  She was ton shy
pid ineigniticant to attract much w-
lention ot an evening ity even when,
us now, it wis only & small one; and
ghe prefereed it so; but she had count-
vl en Tom oz her fithiiol adherent
for the res: of the evening, knowing
s schoolboy-like  fewr of strange
young lailies,

Alter the valse wus over I'om did
noy veturn, and Faith could not eateh
sight of him.  The next donee—u
qundrille—she sat out alone; for there
wiis i csearelty of gentlemen, nnd then
she saw Bhoy Inn set ot the other end
of the room, with a young lndy—u
sthuldl figure in shimmering  primrose
stbing whore  Nend senreely  reached
his shoulder,  Agnes Borkeloy, Tom's
sister. was duncing in the snme set—uw
el fudv grivl of only fifteen, but look-
Ing older than Faith, and atteaeting
ot more atteatlon on aecount of her
good looks.  Mary Trogelles was sit-
ting on i lonnge with Siv Nestor Gold-
enoy. the <lion” of the ovesston, o
ulddlizaged buronet lately vreturnod
from Indin with any number of pupecs
nid o disordered Tver, and who see-
d to beteying to make hifmsell agroe-
uble 1o his compunfon with about the
siine suecess s othor mon hind  met
with.

When M= Stephenson hind suecesd-
ol fn luring Tom away frome Fuitlh's
sitle, shie o taken his arm and led
him across the room to the young
lndy with whom she had been talk-
ingr.

s Ninn, my dear,” she suid, with her
blund smile, “allow me to present 10
vou the elder son of our old friend and
nelghbor, Mv. Borkeley of the Manpy,
ueir us, who wishes 1o dinve with
you.
London—Louise’s school-fricnd, Miss
Derwent.”

Miss Derwent curtseyed, and
mude » gracelul bow.

ol am disonguged for the
danee,” observed Miss Derwent
clously, in veply to her hostess,

vBut," suid Tow lamely, “I can't
valse; [—I——'

cShall 1 teach you?" sugrosted Miss
Derwent, with o smile that lighted up
her small pale fuce in un odd way that
attracted Tom's attention.

*1—1 am afraid I should be very
stupid." he stammeved; but she inter-
rupted him.

“Oh—no, I
not!"

*There’s a kind offer for you, Tom,"
put in the widow, patronisingly.

*Very kind," agreed the young lel-
low, sUll hesititing and stammer-
Ing. *“And, of course, I could't think
of .re[uulng it, if you really mean
it

Mrs, Btephenson nodded {o them
and walked away, and Tom was left
alone with his  horror—u strunge
young lady. But he did not seem to
find her go tertlble. She made a re-
mavlc about the heut ol the reom, nnd
he voplied, eyeing hor comprehensively
the while. NinaDerwent had charms
but they were nob such as attrueled
general admiration; those whocourled
her soclety were apt to find her singu-
larly fascinating., She was smull, slen-
der, fuiry-like, with quick movements
und an srch smile. She wasonoe of
those women who look well by artifielal
light, but who require very caveful
dressing in the daytimoe to redeom
them from fnsignlicunce. But to
Tom, who had spent all his lfe in a
country village, who had seen some-
(hing of beauty in his cousin snd sis-
{er, und some of the rustic maidens of
the neighborhood, but nothing of arl
or coquetry, Nina Derwent appeared
# belng from nnother worid.

The valso began almost immedinte-

Tum

gro-

am sure you would

Tom, this is onr visilor from |
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quiring vivacivusly if that pretty girl
in blue was his sister. 3

I you mean that one," he replied,
indicating Agnes-—+‘yes, she ia"

«Ah, I knew it by the likeness!" she
decluved: and then, catching Tom's
glance, she burst out in a little ripple
of lnughter. +How silly of me to say
that! Now, I hope you won't grow
conceited!"

+Not likely!” he declared bluntly,
though he waslaughingtoo. *There's
not much flattery wasted over me, I
can tell you!”

«Perhaps you don’t deserve it? ghe
suggested archly,

+What makes you
don’t?"

«I did not say that Ithought sa."

] hope you do not think so."

Aflter the quadrille was over, Miss
Derwent proposed that Tom should
tuke her to get some lemonade—-the
rooms were so hot.

+I'm so sorry I didn't think of it!"
hie protested penilently. +*But, you
know"—bluntly—+«that I'm not at all
used to this sort of thing.”

**Are you not?" she querled, raising
her eye brows. *1 should have
thought you were,"

Tom blushed like n school-girl nt
the implied compliment,

«J—I don't usually care ubout par-
ties and such things.” he returned;
+but they pursunded me to come
to-night; and now I'm very giad I
did.”

Miss Derwent looked up at him and
smiled. The boy's brain seemed to
whirl, It was his first intoxicating
draught of the cup of 1ife.

On their way they passed so close
to Faith that the luce flounce border-
ing Miss Derwent's prim-rose sutin
dress swept over the girl's feet. Tom
did not even see her: for he was gnz-
ing eugerly down at his companion
with o flush on his checks and o light
in his eyes that had never shone there
Lefore,

Agnes Berkeley wus in the relresh-
ment-room  with Sulney Bertram, and
I'hyllis  Stephenson  with her
prospective  brother-in-law, together
with some others. 'Tom ecalled his
sistor ruther cagerly and introduced
e to his new  sequaintance, Miss
Derwent was pleasant and emiling,
and plunged iato essy conversation
with u readiness that Agnes hardly re-
viprocated. She was a rather cold-
mannered  givl, with not much to say
Tor hevsell b prosent. though her fice
wits full of a duily developed intelli-
gence,

Miss Derwent had an ice, and afe it
botween her replies to Tom's half-
whispered remarksand snatehesof con-
varsation with Phyllis and Mr. Row-
lund.  The latter gentleman asked
her for the next valse on the program,
tnd she promised it gaily; but Tom
was indignant—he bud so louged to
vilsee with her ngain.

Nina ueccepted u cream-cnkeo, first
tiking off her delicate twelve-buttoned
primrose glove, giving Tom n view of
towhite srm und slender hund; and.
when she was ready to go back. she
put on the glove und essuyed to but on
it: but soon declared it a hopeless
task and implored Tom's help, with a
iook up at the tall lad that set his
heurt beating madly, so that he hurd-
1y knew where he wus or what he was
doing. He broke off the first two but-
tons thut he touched—which was not
surprlsing, since it was the first time
{in his life that he had been called
upen to perform such a task., My
Rowlund came to his rescue with a
tiny gold button-hook thut he kept in
his pocket against such emergencios,
or Miss Derwent's glove would have
(nred badly; and while Tom stood by
she scolded him for his awkwarkness,
smiling up at him all the while nnd
shaking her little head ot him as he
lonked down at her, his ears tingling,
hull with shame st his roughness, half
with 8 new overwhelming excitement.

“[was so0 sorty 1o hear you give
away that wvalse!" Tom said, as he
took Miss Derwent back to the danc-
ing-room, her litile hand upon his
gleave,

*You could not expect to have them
ull, could you?” she demunded,

“Oh, no! But—" |

*There now I must leave you!
Here 15 my next partner. Never
mind"—encountering his blank look
urchly—¢swe shall meet again!”

+0Oh, yes!" he sald eagerly, happy
tigain in & moment at ber tome and
munner; and then he went away, not
to find o partner for himself, but to
sit down at a distance, whers he
thought she would not observe him,
and watch her dancing. talking, smil-
Ing, but not—so he fancled—as she
hid danced and talked and smiled
with hblm. = She was consplouous
nmong the rest in her obviously town
made dress, and had she not besn so,
his eyes would have found no difficulty
infollowing ber—he saw no one else
in the room.

The danoe after that was Mr, Row-
land's, and the next Bir Nestor Gold.
eney's.  Tomw, sitting by himself and
réfusing all offers

thing that I

| much 1o

| weat
ing to

F3
the

|

, Faith,” he said—Miss Der. |
being engsged Just inen in 1aik- |
Sir Nestor—+what have you

been doing with yoursell all this time? |
I've naver set eyes on you once since |

left

“&. I have seen you!" answered
Faith cheerfully. I have been danc- |
ing sometimes—not always; there are
not pentlemen enough for us all 10,
dancé every time:  Agnes has danced
every daoce, though. And how do
you like it, Tom? Are you sorry you
came?" :

«Borry! No—awflully glud! I've
been haslog such a jolly evening.
Falth! I didn’t think this sort of thing
was 50 niee.  And, I suy, Faith, you
must dance with me nguin, mind —"
And there he stopped, hesituting in
some embarrassment, unwilling to
bind himself to Faith for a dance for
which Miss Derwent might possibly be
disengaged. and yet suddenly con-
scious oi, and snxious to atone for, his
negleet of his old {riend.  +I'll come
presently and see whut dances you
have to spure,” he sald rather uwk-
wardly.

«s8ir Roger de Coverley' to wind
up!” whispered Miss Derwent, turning
to Tom at this moment.

“And will you dunce it with me?"
he questioned eagerly, lorgetting all
about Faith directly.

vPerhaps, 1! you stand just where [
like best."

“0Of course—I'll do anything in the
world that you like!” he declured; and
she smiled ut him, und turned awuy
again to Sir Nestor. )

Miss Derwent did not leave Tom for
long at a time; she continually made
wreh observations upon their neighbors
and their surroundings, which made
him pronounce her a very clever girl
indeed.

After supper she danced aguin with
Sir Nestor: and then, the Viear hav-
ing appeared on the scene, he was
brought to be introduced to her—the
only stranger in the reom—and she
remuined in conversation with him
throughout the next dunce, in spite of
Tom's impnticuce, She danced 3iv
Roger” with her youthful adorer: and,
when the party broke up and he bade
her s reluctunt good-lye. she gave
him o flower from her dress, together
with & smile thut sent him home In u
transport of bliss,

TO BE CONTINUED.

Trying to Fool a Spider,

A gentleman w5 walching some
spiders, when it oceurred to him to
try what effect the sound of a tuning
fork would huve upon them. He sus-
pected they would take it for the buz-
ving of a lly, Hoeseleeted a lyvge ugly
spider that had been feusting on lics
for two months, The spider wis at
one edge of its web, Sounding u fork
the mun touched o thread ut the other
slde and wretehed the result.  Mre.
Spider hud the bugxing sound convey-
ed to him over Lis twlephone wives,
but how was he to know on which
purticulue wire It was truveling? 1o
ran to the center of his web very
quickly and felt all avound until he
touched the thrend ugninst the other
end of which the fork was sounding;
then, taking an extra thread along
just ms o man would take an extin
rope, he run out to the fork and
sprang upon it.  Then he rotreated u
lirtle way and looked at the fork. e
wns puzzled. He got on the fork
ngaln ond dunced with delight. Evi-
dently the sound wia music to hin, —
Toronto (lobe,

A Poetic Language,

The language of the Finns {8 poou.
liarly adapted 1o poetic form.  The
fluxibility of its construetion, thoe va-
riaty and pleturesquoness of its ex-
pressions, the abundanee tnd origin-
ulity of its figuves, ull tend to moke it
the it vehicle of that poetie inspira-
tion which the Finn receives from his
environment—the long davle strotuehes
of birch and pine foresty, wronthed
with garlunds and fringes of livhens,
which in this northern elimate avo
purticalaely  beantiiul, and whose
somber shadows form n telling back-
ground for the leaping caseades and
wuterfulls, clud in their white munlle
of foum,

a4
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Two Billion Tons of Water,

Some iden may he formed of the
vast quantities of waterdis charged by
South Fork lnke in the Conemaugh
valley when compured to the lowover
Ningurn Fulls,  Estimating the Niag-
v supply ot 35,000,000 ton of 30
cuble feet per hour, und taking the
meussurement of the luke to have beon
1} milles wide with w mien depth of 50
feet, we have the enormous volume of
1,000, 000,000,000 tons of water, which
would require 20 hours in passing over
Niagara Falls,

i e
Hs Was Born Too Soon.

OMeer Houlihan—+<An' who does
this represint, Teddy?™

Officer O'Rouke—-1lercules.”

Otlicer Houlihan—+An' is he dead
now?"

Offlcer O'Rouke (impatiently)—
+Yis; these four thousand years, yo
blamed fool!"

Ofticer Houllhan (sudlyj—What
plty—look at the club of him. Sureits
& foine man he would have made on
the force!"

Quick to Act.

Smith—TI've just taken some of Dr.
Quuck's medicine; thought [ would
try & new doctor. Do you know much
about himp

Jones—Yes, a litlle. A frlend of
wine tcok some of his medicine once.

“Did, eh? Was it quick to aci?”

u0h, yes; there wns crape on tho
door the next murﬂng."

Natlonality of Gur Workingmen.

In the larger towns of the United Statos

musonry s moully done by Itulinns,

! and Ivistmen lay the bricks.
The beavy work of

noing fn postion the

s
to the Germuus, nnd Irishmen

ran nbout equel numbers do
bing. In uE tho trades excopt
mm“h;u blovaant. aze

o 11
Setth Jbut ILsoums. Mkely
in deatined Yo bo

tting on the beams

THE ONE SAFE RELIANCE
h!-plm-;-;w Way
to the Heavenly Gates.

“The Baving Look™ was the Bubjectof the
Eminent Divise's Ssbbath Discourse—
Faith the Gift of God—Look to Jowus and
Yo Skall Find It

Itwansa thoroughly spiritual discourse that
Rev. T. De Witt Talmage delivered from
the Tabernacle pulpit in Brookiyn on Sun-
day, The subject was: *“The Savineg Look,”
and the text Hebrews xil 2: “Looking
unto Jesus " Dr. Talmage said:

In the Christian life we must not go slip-
shod. This worid was not made for us to
rest in. In time of wur you wiu find
wround Lhe strects of some city, fur from
the scene of conflict, men in soldier's uni-
form, who have n right 10 be away. They
outuived & furlough und they are houesily
und righteously off duty: but 1 have to tell
vou in this Christiun conflict, between the
first moment when we enlist unider the ban
ner of Christ, and the last mowmoent in
which we shout the victory, there nev-
er will bo a single Instant in which we will
have a right to bo off duty. Paul throws
ull mrpund this Christign life the exeite-
ments of the old Komun and Gre
ciun gumes—toose games that s=ent o
mun On & ruce, with such a streteh of nerve
and musele, that sometimes when he came
up to the goal, he dropped down exhausted,
Indeed, history tells us thut there were
cases where men cams up and only had
strength just to erasp the goal and theuo
full dead. Now, suys this npostle, moking
allusion to those very games, wo are all out
to run the ruce, not to crawl it, not to walk
ft—but “run the rece sct be ore us, looking
unto Jesus,” and just ws in the olden times.
& man would stund at the vnd of the roa
with a beautiful garfaud thut was to be put
around the head or brow of the successful
racer, 80 the Lord Jesus ( brist stands ub
the end of the Christian ruce with the gar-
lund of eternal life, and mny God graut thet
by his holy spirit we muy 50 ruu as to ob-

in,

n
The distinguished Welliston, the chemist,
was usked where his labormtory was, and
the Inquirers cxpected o e abown some
large apartment filled with very oxpensive
apparatus: but \Welllston ordered bis ser-
vant to bring on o truy o few glusses il o
retort, and he said to the inguirers; *''hat
Is all my laboratory. 1 muilte pll my ex-
periments with those.” Now; | know that
there are a great many who tuke o whole
library 1o expross thele theology.  "They
have %0 muany theories on ten thousand
things; but | have to say that all wy theol-
ogy is compassed in theso threo words:
“Looking unto Jesus," und when we can
understand the helght and the depth snd
the length aod the breadth and the infinity
and the immensity of that pussage we cin
understand ull
I remark in the first pluce, we must look
to Christ us our personal Suviour. Now,
ou know as woll as I that man is only o
lusted ruln of what he once was, Tliers
is oot so much differonee between o vessel
comirg out of Liverpool harbor, with pen.
oonts Uying and the deck crowded with
good chear, nnd the guns booming, and that
same vessel dreiving agulost Long lsland |
soast, the drowning piussenrers ground to
pieces amid the timbers ol the broken ap |
seamer, us there (8 between moan as e |
cume from tho hands of tol, equipped for
u grand and glorlous voyage, but after-
witrd, through the pilothige of the devil,
tossed and driven aud crushoi, tha coust of

to find in his conversution or
sormons something unwise or unkind or in-
gocurate; but they never found it They
watched him, oh how they wutched him!
Ha never went into a house but they knew
it, und thev knew how long he stayed, and
when he came out, snd whether be
wine for dinner. Slander twisted
whips und wugred ber poisoned tongue

sot hier traps, but could mot catch him.
Lirtle children rusbhed out tlgdz!'l from him
o loss, old men totte out to the
siroet corner to soe him pass,

Do you want un illusteation of devctlon,
behold him whole nights in prayer. Do ymu
wint an example of suffering, ses his patu
woruss Palrstine tracked with blood. Do
you want an example of patience, see him
abused and never giving one sbarp retort
Do you want un exdwple of industry sce
him without one idle moment. Do you
waut u speclimen of saerifice, look at his
lifo of self denjul, his death of ignominy,
bis sepuleher of humilauwon. Oh what an
eximplo! His feet wounded, yet he sub-
mitted to the journey, His back lncernted,
and yet he earried the cross. Struck, he
pover struck back again, Condemned, yet
he rose higher than his calnminators, and
with wounds in his hands and wounds in
his feet and wounds on his brow sud wounds
1 his side, he vjuculated: “Father forgive
them, they know not what they do.”' Ah,
my bretiren, that is the pole by which to
sob your compuss, that is the headland by
which 1o steer, that is the light by which to
Kindle your mmps, that is the example that
wo ought all to follow. How it would
siooth out the r s {0 our disy
und the world would be impressed b
transformation and wonld say: *I know
whit §s the matter with that man, he hus
been with Josus and has learned of him."

Alexundoer was going along with his army
in Persin and the snow and jee were so
great that tbe srmy halted and sald: “We
can't march any further.” Then Alexan-
der dismounted from his horse, took a
picknx, went nhen:l of his army snd strock

uto the oo und snow. The soldiers said:
“HC e ean do that, we can do i, and they
topk  their picks and soon the wuy was
cleared and the srny marched on,  So our
Lord  dismounted  from his  glory, and
throtgh nll oy obstacles hews o path for
lilmsell and a path for us, suying: “Follow
ma! Ido not ask you to go through an
buttles whore | do not lead the way! Fols
low mia!"”

Agiin I reinark, that we are to look to
Christ as a symputhizor, 1s there anybody
In the house to-day who does not want syui-
pthy ! 1 do not know how anybody can
Ii\:n without sympithy, 'There are those,
however, who have gona through very
ruagh puths in Hie who had no divine arm
to losnon.  How they pot along I do not ex-
aetly know, ‘Thelr furtunes took wings in
sowo unfortunate investment and Hew
away, The bank fulled, and they buttoned
upu penniless pociet, KHuthless speculators
curried off the Fearients of on estute  they
\\':*1'1].1 twenty-five years in gotting with har
work,

ition,
the

the noar future strewn with the (riguients
of ao awiul vnd eternal shipwreck. Our
body is  wrong, lHow easlly It is
ransacked of discaso. | Our mind is
wrong. How hard it js to] rememver, nnd
how easy 1o forget,  Toe whole nature ais
oriderad, from the evown of the head 1o U
sble of the Joot—wolitils, brulses, putesly-
ing sores, “All have sin
of the glory of God.”
enlcmf into the worll a th by sin,
and 50 death hins passed ufon all men for
Tligrs is in Hrazil a

shint all have singed.”

plant they call the “muflerer,” for the
simple reason that it 18 so Joisonpus it kills
almost everyihing it touchdy. 1y beging to
wind around the root of (If trec, und eom:
tag up tothe branches refhes aut 1o the
eods of the branches, killljfe the tros as (4
poes nloug.
énd of the branch the tgee is dewd,
seeds fall to the ground ood start other

plants just as murderous, |

Andso itiswith sin, It Is & ptisanous
plant that was planted in our soul w long
while ago, and it comes winding aoout the
body and tho mind and the soul, poisoning,
rio oning, molsoatug—killing, killi
niy ns g goes,
need of my discoursine upon this if there
were no way of plucking out thut plant, 1t
is o most inconsidersle thiug for me to
come to o man who is in financial trouble
und enlargo upon his tronble if 1 hove no
alleviation to offer. 1t s nn unfair thing
for me to come to a vman whoe Iy sick and
enlarge upon his diseuse If T huve no
remedy to offer. But I have n  richt
to come to o man in finuncial s
tress or physieal distress if 1 have finan-
cial re-enforcement lo offer or a  sure
cure to propose.  Dlessol be God bt
mong the mountaing of our sin thers s
and revorborites n sone of salvution. Lowl- |
er than all the wvoicesof bonduge is the
trumpet of God's delivesance, sounding
HOh. Isruel, thou hast destroyed thysolf, |
but in me is thy help™ At the burred mates
of our dungeon, the vongueror knocks und
the hillFl'ﬁ crealt and grind ot the swinsing
open.  'The fuanine straek plek up the wman
na that fallsin the wilderness and the [oomls
clap their hands, saying: “Drink, oh
thirsty soul, und live forever,” and the fiet
that were torn and deep eub on the roiky
hiridle puth of 8in now come into & swooth
place, and the dey alders crackle ns gho
|:Iml,i1’l['h hart  breaks  through to the
wauter brooks, and the davlk night of e
soul begins to grow gray with 1he mori.
Ing, yea w purple, yea to flume, {rom
horizon to borizon.  Tho  bntterivs of
temptation stlenced, Troubles that fought
ngainst us captured and mude to tirht on
our side. Not as o result of any toil or
trouble on our part, but only us a resylt of
“Looking unto Jesus," “But whatdo you
menn by ‘Looking unta Jesus!' * some one
inquires. 1 mean faifh, “Whal do "you
mean by faith" 1 mean believing, *\Whay
do you mean by bellevingt™ 1 mesn this;
I you promise to do n cortain thing for mo,
and 1 have confidenco In your veracity—if
you sny you will give me such o thine and

nced it very much, I comein eoifldence
that you are an honest man nnd will do what
you gay.  Now, the Lord Jegus Chirist says:
“You nre in need of pardon and life and
heaven, you can have them if you eome and
get them.” You say: “Ican't come and wsk
first. 1 amafrald you won't give it to me."
Then you nro unhullu\-mlf. Bit  you
say: *1 will como nnd ask. 1 know, Lord
.lesul}tlmu art in carncst whout this mut.
lor, como asking for pardon.  “I'on hipst
promised to give It 1o me, thin wilt give it
1o me, thou hast given it tome" Thyt s
faith. Do you see it yetl “Oh' gays
some oue, *I can't undersland " No
man ever did, without diving help, Faith
is the gift of God. You|say: “That
throws the resnonsibility of my shoul-
ders' No, Faith is the giitof God, but
it comes in answer to prayer.

Al over glorions 18 my Lord,

e muxt bo toved and vet nipmd;

His worth (f nil the natlond ki w,

Bure tiie whols eartl woold Love Jllm, tas

I remark again, that we must look to
Jesus a8 an exumplo, Now, ahiero copylst,
you know, I8 always o failure, If o pafnter
g0 to & portfolio or o gallery of url, how-
ever exquisite, to get his idea of the natural
world from theso pictures, o will not
succeed us well as the artist who starts gut
and dushes the dow from the grass and
sees the morning just ns God hulﬁ 1t In the
clouds, or poured it upon the wountain, or
kindled it upon the sea, Peopls wondored
why Turner, the famous Knglish painter,
succseded so well In sketching s storm upon
the ocean. It remained s wonder until It
wus found out that several times hn
hod been lushed to the deck In  the
midst of n tompest und then lookod
out upon the wrath of the ses, and
coming homo to his studio, 16 plotured the
wul. It is not the copylst who sue

8, but the man who confronis the
natural world. Bo If a wan in literary

tlon resol that b ¢
e Ecothpes ol ‘Addiin'o ihe o
Bt ottt S
& morson, e will not lu'fisud a wER

i

man W turen his
\V::t In true in this mmu ‘i‘swl'.l::lo
W charncter,

| tiis way.
| on no fool's ervand to day.

e lills | slvk?
Now, thers would e no !

| Jesus

Clirist?
there was un empty crib. One volos Jess in
the household.  One fountain less of joy
and Inughter. Two lhands less, busy “all
iy long In sport. Two feet less fo go
bounding nnd pomping through the hall
Two eyes less to beam with love aod glad-
ness Through all thut house shadow nfler
shodow, shudow after shodow until it was
whldeht,  How did they pet through itd
I'lo ot know. They trudged the great
Sihita with so water lu the goat skins.
Thoey plunged to their chin In the slough of
dospond ynd had no one to fo them, Inan
unsenworthy craft they put into 8 black
Euroctydon,

My brother, my slster, there {8 n balm
that oures thoe worst wolind. There s a

When It has come to the tip | Heght that will kindle upthe worst dark-
s |

ness,  There is a hurbor from the roughest
ocenn. You meod and may have the
=aviour's sympathy. You cantot get on
soo your trouble is wearing
you out body and mind and soul, I come
Teome witha
balmi that eun heal any wound, Arve you
desus war slek. Are you woeary!
Jesus wus weary, Are vou persecuted!
was ersovutod,  Ave  you
borenved ! Di not  Jesus  weep
over Lazarus]!  Oh, ves, like o rop on the
wanntuing of Bether Jesus comes bounding
Lo your soul to-dny, There is one passage
ol Seriptore, every word of which {8 a
heurt throb: “*Come unto me, all ye who
are weary anil heavy lnden, and I will give
Vou rest ' Then thers is snother passage
fust us ool “C'ast thy burden on the Lord
| he will sustnin thee Oh, thero are
ereen pastures whera the heavenly shep-
hi r.]j lends the wounded und slck of the
Loek.

The Son of God stands by the tomb of
Iuzsirns und will gloviously hreak it open
at the right time. Genesaret cannot toss
its wuves so liigh that Christ cannot wallk
them, 'I'he eruse of ofl will multiply into
e Hlimitable sopply.  After the orchard
secing to hava been robbed of all its fruit,
the Lord hiw ong tree loft, full of golden
und vipa supply, The requiem may wail
with gloom and with deatn: but there
vometh after o while & song, a chant,
an anthem, 8 battle march, & jubiles, a
coronation, Ol do you not feel the breath
of Christ's sympathy now, yvou wounded
ones, vou troubled ones! 1f vou do pet, I
wollld Hlee to tell you of the chaplain in the
nriy who was wounded so he could not
witlle, but be henrd at a distance among the
dying & man who suid: “Oh, my God!" He
sild 10 himself: “I must help that man
though T can't walk.”

50 ho rolled over and rolled through his
own blood and volled on over many of the
slain, until he eame where this poor fellow
wis suffering and he preactied to him the
vomfort of the Gospol, and with his own
wound he socomed to sooth that man's
wound, It was sympathy going out
towards an objoet must necessitons, and
ane that ho could easily understund,  And
50 Iv Is with Christ, though woundod il
over himself, he heara tho cry of our
rupcnl.unce} the ory of our bereavement,
tho cry of our i:n\rurl_rr, the cry of our
wretchedness, and ho says: “'I must go and
help thut soul,” and he rolls over with
wounds in head, wounds in hands, wounas
in feet, toward us, until he comes just
where we are weltering |n our own blood,
und he puts his arm over us—and I seo {6
in o wounded hond—nnd as he throws his

| wrin over us I bear Him say: “1 hoave loved

thee with an everlusting love,"

Theso instruments of earthly musie, so
onsily racked into discord, compared with
e hinrps that threill with sternal raptures,
and the trampets that are 80 musionl that
thay wake the dead. These afreets along
which we go panting in summer lieat or
shilvering in wintor's cold, snd the poor

mun carries his burden und the v t
asks Tor plms, and along which shuffie
tho feet of pain and want and com-

parod with those strects that sound forever
With the foet of joy snd holincss, and those
walls made out of all manner of precious
Atones, the light loterahot with reflectiona
from jasper and chrysolite snd topaz and
surdonyx  and beryl snd emerald and
chrysuprasus,

Oh, the contrast between this worl
where e struggle with temptation tha!
will not be conqucred, and that world where
it Is perfect ’“ff rnrlautuollnauand ot
rost! Safd o little blind ohild: “Mamms,
Will I bo blind in heaveni" YO, no, my
dour," replied the mothor, “you won't be
biind in heaven,” A lite
suld:  “Mamma, will 1
hewven!" “No" she replled, “you won't
b lame {n heaven," Why, when the plain-
08t Chirlstlun pligrim arvrives at the benven-
1y gute it opens to him, and ns the an
ehrond Ui banguet mat iy e St

Jiron! ngue ¥ v
ovar the umn% arrival, and {rﬂ comens
S i a el S tee “Wabe
l’l . L
thin" and points to o0

;:;mt this," Then the

er's tocital of doliveran " for
him, and na the now talls of
the grace P the

How did they stand it without |
Death eame into the nursery und |

A MODEL TOWN.
The Visitof American Workingmen
to Saltaire, Engiand.

While ic England the party of
American workingmen sent to the Paris
exposition visited the Yorkshire town
of Baltaire, founded in 1853 by Sir Titus
Salt, and members of the party wrote
very entertainingly of what they saw.

At each home visited the busy house-
wife greeted the inguisitive Americans
with & smile. Limited for time, and
our peopls, writes ooe, our party
all asked questions at once; but, noth-
ing daunted, the good woman answered
in her own way. The information re-
ceived seems to indicate that few, if
any, of the workers of Baltaire expect
to get rich, or vven accumulate enough
to embark In business on their own ac-
count. However, none die from want,
as ample provision hus been made by
the founder of Saltaire for the care of
the poor by the erection of almshouses, *
the outward appearance of which are
even more inviting than the dwellings
of the operatives.

(ne housewile said her family con-
sisted of four persons. The father and
son worked in the mill, the former a
weaver earning 26 shillings a week,
the lutter & sorter earning 10 shillings
& weck. This family lives Im four
rooms, for which they pay & weekly
rental of 3 shillings 3 pence. The cost
of living, not including clothing, is 26
ehillings & weel:.

Breakfast and supper usually con-
gist of milk sops, coffes or tea, bread
and butter, and, when not too dear,
ezgs. Meat is served nearly every
day, with such vegetables us carrots,
cubbage, and polatoes.

We interviewed wmany people, the
answers being usually almost the same
ns given by this family, Some said
they were idle nearly half the time
during the winter. It would seem
that the earnings of the father in the
case mentioned wera consumed in
rent, cosl, light, and furnishing the
table, With the son's earnings, 10
shillings & week or $130 u year, four
persons are to be clothed. There are
no saloons in Sultaive and no evi-
dences of disorder. The people are
clean, intelligent, and happy, or, at
least, as well sutisfied as could be ex-
pected. On thie whole, it would not
puy the American operative to ex-
change places with the operatvive of
Sultuire,

The women—well, who has not
heard of the “Yorkshire lass™? But
no hearsay can. properly portray this
purticular type of womuanhood. They
huve well-developed forms, nuture
showing in every outline, clear-cut,
strongly marked features, character-
istic of modesty, fidelity, and virtue.
Their light hair and fafe gkin nee in
contrast with their moelting, liguid
brown eyes, while the glowing flush of
health upon thelr cheeks outrivals En-
giand's emblem, the red, red rose. The
theift and housewilely qualities of the
muiden are manifest in the wile by
the neat, tidy appearance of the cozy
little home over which they preside
unruffled by the ambitions that unset-
tle the lives of somuny of thelr sisters.

Forgot Something,

“Could T get o letter back that 1
dropped in a box up-town about an
hour ago?" asked an anklous old wo-
man 4y the geneval-delivery window
of the New York post-otlice the other
day,

*No, you conldn't,” was the reply.
“Letters dropped in the boxes must go
the regulur course. They cun't be ve-
turned to the writer.”

“Coyn't?  Well, that's toobid, It's
a resl importunt letter to a durter o
mine livin' a foew miles out o' Jersey
City, and here I was green enough to
mail it without backin' it proper, an’
I'm' feared it']l be a long time gittin’
to her. You couldn’t huve the mailin®
clerk finish backin' it?"

“I don't know, but [ doubt il T enuld.
May be I ean, though, What's miss-
ing from the address?"

“Well, it's addressed to Mps. Susan
Ann  Honeyman, box 247, Joervsey
City."

‘Isn't that all right?

“Yes, all right fer as it goes; but it's
a real important letter, and I forgot to
put ‘in haste' on i, that's all. I
you'll just hunt it up and—"

But the crowd swept her away from
the window before the sentence was
{finished.—Time.

Young Beals,

Very soon after landing the females
are delivered of a young seal—a pup
it is called. It is said that no cnse of
twins has ever been recorded. After
that she has more or less of a loose
foot, going to the sen forthe food when~
ever she wishes and only taking care
to come back once every three or four
days to suckle her young. The old
male remains in his havem and fights.
The lines of each mule's lot are as
rigidly fixed as though by a survey.
Everything within those lines is his
and uny other male touches it at his
peril. But il a pup wanders outside
the lines the male takes no further
interest in it and will not puy any at-
tention to it until it returns. The
young seals have a fondness for hud-
dling together in groups of fifty or n
hundred, ‘The mother seal returning
from the sea and seeking her own pup
will go up to the group nearest the
barem to which she belongs and will
utter & call. By a wise provision of
nature the young seul is porpetpully
uttering & pecullar cry like the bleat
of n sheep. Thousands of such bleats
will be golag up all around, but the
mother can plok her own pup's ery
from thom all and s soon as she hoars
it,pushes into the group, and, solzing:
the young senl, lugs it off to dinner.
It she doesn't hear it after two or
three calls she takes u nop and thon
trles again. No sunl pup cnn toll its
own mother. When It feols hungey it
goea around trying different femnlos
untll it finds the rightone. No molher
will suokle any but hor own.

A looture on frult should siways
witha mm-wmm




